THE SANDS OF URUQ-ADH-DHAHIYA

scout waving his head-dress and shouting madly from the
highest ridge, so drunk with the sight of good grazing as to
forget the possibility of any enemies.

The camels dribbled in to be couched, off-loaded,
knee-hobbled and driven off to the nearest scrub. But in a
hungry camp the Badawin would scour the neighbouring
hills for armfuls of fodder with which to feed their couched
animals by hand, as a mother her child. After the camels
had been provided for, the party lined up for evening
prayer before they broke their own fast. Stacks of kindling
rose by the side of the four or five camp-fires against the cold
of the night. Round these the little self-chosen parties
habitually ranged themselves and it was my daily custom to
go and sit with one or other in turn.

This night I was interested in their manner of making
unleavened bread. Ma'yiif, who was the cook of our
particular party, squatted amid the circle of hungry and
expectant watchers, while he filled his cooking-pot with
flour, poured water upon it, punched and kneaded it into
an excessively soft and slimy dough. He divided it into
fistful shares, one for each of those present, rolling the
lumps into balls to prove their size. He balanced them in
his hands in the manner of scales, one eye upon the dough
and the other upon his neighbours. Then any ball that had
had an unfair start in life grew at the expense of another,
until all were equal and laid out at his feet. Next he took
up the first ball, sprinkled more water on it, flattened it
with his palm into a bun some four inches in diameter and
an inch thick, and laid it sagging across the glowing embers.
A scorching smell was the signal that it needed turning, and
so both sides came to be baked. Afterwards he made a hole
in the hot sands under the fire, tumbled it into this and
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